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Then can my care tunde tongue deliuer him. 

King. Mine eare is open, and my heart prepard, ?• f 

The worft is worldly loife thou can 11 vnfold* 

Say? is my kingdorue loll ? Why twas my care, 

And what lotle is it to be rid of care? 

Striues Bnllingbrooket obe as great as wee ? 

Greater he (ball not be ; if heferue God, 

Week ferue him too, and be his fellow fo, 

Reuokour Subiefts? that we cannot mend, 

They brcake their faith to God as well as vs ; 

Crie woe, deftru<ftion,ruine,atKldecay, 

Theworft is death,and death will haue his day. f 
Scroo. Glad am ], that your Highneire is lo amid 
T o bcare the tidings of calamine. 

Like an vnfeafonable ftormie day. 

Which make the bluer Rjuers drown their fliowcrs. 

As if the world were all dillolud to tcares, 

So high aboue.his limits fwels the.rag© 

Of Bullingbrooke, couering your fearefulliand 
With hard bright ftcele, aud hearts harder then fteelc ? 
White beards haue armd their thinneand hairelelle fcalps 
Again (l thy MSfcftie : and boyes with womens voyccs 
Striue to fpeakebiggc, and clap their female ioynts 
In ftiffevnwildie armes, again!! thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men learne to bend their browes . 

Of double fatal! woe agai n ft thy (late. 

Ycadiftaffc women mannageruftiebilles: 

Againftjhy feateboth young and old rebel). 

And all goes worfc then I haue power to tell. 

King. To welt, towel! thou telft a tale fo ill* 

Where is thcEaileof Wiltfhire? where is Bagot? 

What is become of Buftiie? where is Greene ?. 

That they haue let the dangerous enemie 
Meafure our confines with fuch peaceful 1 Heps, 

If we preuafteytheirheads fliall pay for it : 

I warrant they haue made peace with Bullingbrooke. 

Scro. Peace haue they made with him indeed my Lord. 
King, Qh Yillaines, vipers, damnd without redemption. 

Dog* 


Richard the second. 

Dogs calHy tuy heatt * 

Would they 

Mf [free) ehangtagthispropetty 

Swo. e and moftdeadlic hate# 

™ ? tS C “ndnotithhand ! ,thSfewhon.youcurre 

HiMefdttheworflof deaths deftroying wound) 

Andliefulllowgraudinthe^oUowgtoun^ ^ 

whcrefetheDuke my father withhispower! 

T ets talke of graues, ofwormes, and Epitaphs? 

m. dun Z ■ 

Write forrowonthe boiome ot theeartm 
Letschoofe Executors and talkeof mhx 
And yet not fo, for whatcanwe bequeath, 

Saue our depofed bodies to the gtomid. 

Our lands our liues, and all are Bttlltngbrookgs* 

And nothing can weealiourowne, but death. 

And that fmall model! of the barrenearth, 

Which femes as paft andcouer to our bones. 

Fo- Godifakelet vsht vpontheground. 

lH^i^ 

That rounds the mortall temples ot aKu.g, 

Keep« d«nhhis Court, and there theantique hts, 
ScXghis ftate,andgrinningat his pompe, 

Allowing him abreath,alittlelccane. 

To Monarchife, be feard, and kill with lookes, 

_ ^ l.- CACr. -.nfl vameconceit, 


/sruc_ 


To Monarchife, be teard 5 ana kui wiu 
Infufing him with felfc and vameconceit, 
Asifthisflefli which wallet about outhle. 
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